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To the sons of Adam, by Cain or Seth f

Plenty and dearth!

To the daughters of Eve, who toil and spin,
Barren of worth !

Let them sigh, and sicken, and suffer sin !
Woe to the earth !

Hugo

What is yon phantom large and dim
That over the mountain seems to swim ?

Orion
'Tis the scarlet woman of Babylon !

Hugo

Whence does she come ?   Where has she gone ?
And who is she ?

Orion

You would know too much;
These are subjects on which I dare not touch;
And if I were to try and enlighten you
I should probably fail, and possibly frighten you.
You had better ask some learned divine,
Whose opinion is perhaps worth as much as mine
In his own conceit; and who, besides,
Could tell you the brand of the beast she rides.
What can you see in the valley yonder ?
Speak out; I can hear you, for all the thunder.

Hugo

I see four shadowy altars rise,
They seem to swell and dilate in size;
Larger and clearer now they loom,
Now fires are lighting them through the gloom.

A Voice (chanting)
The first a golden-hued fire shows,
A blood-red flame on the second glows,